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	The Starving Survival - Part 1

**The Starving Survival: Part 1**

_**Chapter 1: How it all began **_

Hi. My name is Kansas Lookendeen. I'm 17 years old and I live in the the land of Penselensa. It's a land with 25 towns within it. They aren't named, they are labled, "Town 1", "Town 2", etc. None is better than the other, because they were all built to be the same. But not everything is located in the same spot, they just all have the same stuff. So no town has something different than the other. If one town added something like a home, or shop, the rest of the towns would need one. Each town includes a bakery, a blacksmith, a food store, and a drug store. Everything else is homes, businesses on the side of the roads and surrounded by a forest. The forest surrounds the entire land. Mostly people would go hunt for dinner, or just to supply their families with food so they don't starve.

Getting food isn't easy, because our towns are divided into two groups. The rich and the poor. My family and I are one of the many, many poor ones. More than half of the towns are poor, so we compete for food in the forest. If you are lucky, you would come home with an average of a crow, a quarter of a deer and under half of a squirrel. I normally do the hunting for my family because my mother taught me when I was 7. The same age as my younger brother Benjamin.

For the rich, they don't need to go hunting as often as the poor, we have to go hunting daily. The rich go hunting about, 4 times every 2 weeks. Sometimes if we get desperate for food, we cross the border line to the rich area and steal. But that doesn't happen often. That's if we are unsuccessful finding food or we lose in the competition against other families.

I, don't like fighting other people for food. It's not right. They're innocent people. None deserve to be injured or even killed. Being killed in a fight for food is rare. That only happens once a month or once every couple months. Being injured in a fight happens quite often. A couple times a week to be exact.

I've been injured in a fight before, about 5 times in the past few months. A couple scratches, bruises, or something like that, but no sprained wrists or broken bones. I've been careful not to hurt myself because the rest of my family can't fight well. The next best fighter in my family is my younger brother Drew. He's 14 years old and only a inch smaller than me. The only thing he can do is hide and self defending himself. Those qualities in a person can get you started in hunting. It's barely enough to get a bird or crow because there are already about 15 people going after those animals, maybe 20 on a desperate day for the poor. But definitely not a deer or moose. There would be already 20-25 people going after those by the time you have gotten a chance to get just enough of the smaller animals to supply your family.

I go early in the morning, about 5 o'clock, 4:30 am. But some of course go earlier as 3 or 2 o'clock. People want to get there as early as they can so they don't have to compete. You are extremely lucky if you were able to get enough food to supply your entire family without competing.

That's not the worst part of being in poor families. There is a mayor of each town, then there is a president who's in charge of the whole land. His name is President Ice Blizzardson Ford. No one who is poor is a fan of him because of his racism, selfishness, stubbornness, and only cares for the rich. That's why we have to compete and fight daily for food. President Ice doesn't care for the poor. He let's us starve to death. He really pisses me off because of his lousy decision making and the fact that it doesn't benefit us at all!

The mayor's can't do anything about it because they only listen to the President. They can't make decisions, or do anything powerful without the confirmation of the president. The mayors are useless. Why do we bother to have elections or votes once a year for this crap?!

Anyways, I don't really care anymore. There's nothing I can do anyways. I'm just a citizen of Town 15. I know lots feel the way I do but they don't have the courage to speak up. Whoever does, gets punished which is a load of crap. Punishing can be different, but I can promise you that it's unpleasant and it harms you to the point where you feel like killing yourself. I never got punished before but I've seen it. It's terrible. The person gets a whipping by the guards, they burn you, rip hair off, put hot oil over your whole body. Trust me, don't mess with the president.

That's really all you have to know about Penselensa. Not a fun land. Moreless, it's working 24 hours a day to support your family. Not so much for the rich, but working 24 hours a day for the poor is regularly. The rich only work a couple times a week for 15 hours at the most. God, the rich get everything. The one thing I don't understand is why the President only cares for the rich and not for the poor. Does he not have a soul or care in the world at all for the people who are suffering? I guess not.

I step outside of my home. My home isn't like a rich person's home. It's a home made of oak wood planks, they aren't that strong. Normally when it rains, our roof leaks and we put metal buckets down during the day and nights. It used to bother me at first with the clanking it made when the raindrops hit the metal bucket. Since it rains often in Town 15, and we have to use the buckets, I'm used to it. More so now, it's soothing, and relaxing when I had a hard working day.

A rich person's home is normally made from pure stainless steel, glass, and shined wood planks. It's beautiful that it makes us jealous of what they have and we don't. Does the President want us to be jealous of them and go into waves of anger jealously? It seems to have reached that point. I try and avoid it and stay out of it as much as possible. For me, it isn't worth the yelling and anger towards each other.

We are located 10 minutes away from the forest. It comes in handy so I don't have to get up even earlier. The more farther away you live from the forest, the earlier you have to wake up and get started.

I walk down the dirt path with my bow and arrows. There are several routes to take from where I live, but one route I take, it's the quickest way. Only 10 minutes which isn't bad. I hear footsteps behind me and I already knew who it was.

"Hey Kansas," Dennis says as he started walking next to me. I smiled at him. Dennis and I have been friends ever since we were little. We know each other extremely well and we both go to get food together daily at the same time.

"Hey," I say in a quiet voice.

"Something's bothering you," he says back. I shrugged. He knows me so well. I guess it's the look in my eyes. Whenever I'm nervous or upset about something, my mother says I have this twinkle in my eyes. Do I believe it? I guess so. There's also that crackle in my voice every time I'm trying to hide something. I'm not good at keeping things from people. It's one of the qualities about myself that I hate. Why am I so obvious about anything secrecy? My mother says I get it from my father. Do I believe that too? Well, maybe. I don't know, I haven't noticed that about my father. Maybe I don't pay attention much to anyone when I'm upset.

"I, well, what makes you think that?" I ask.

Dennis chuckles. God, I hate it when he does this. He does it all the time and it annoys me.

"The twinkle," he says. I stay silent. Should I tell him what's really bothering me? I don't tell open up to anyone, even Dennis. I don't tell people my problems. It's not their problem and I like to sort them out myself. Not letting other people become involved with me. It makes me uncomfortable in fact.

"Come on Kansas, you know you can tell me," he says to me and gives me a nudge in the arm. God, he's such an idiot.

"It's the games," I say. Dennis stays silent. I don't blame him one bit. The games is something President Ice announced last week. The rules are simple. Anyone from the ages of 12-26 are picked by the president himself. He picks out 4 people in every town, four from the rich side and 4 from the poor side. There are a total of 10 games. You are then divided into groups of 25 with 8 people in each group. You don't know who you end up with until you get chosen for the particular group. You may be with someone from your town or someone from a different town. It doesn't matter anyways because everyone's going to eventually get killed. Every game you succeed and go to the next one, it gets harder and harder. No one knows what the games are yet, no one knows until it happens. It's the first games ever and it's driving everyone mad. I don't blame them either. No one saw this coming. The only way to win if you are the last one alive in your group. Then there's a final game that we know of. In the final game, you have to kill each other. There is only one winner. I'm just glad Benjamin isn't old enough to be picked. I just can't bare to watch him die. Or anyone. This whole thing is crazy. But what can I do? Absolutely nothing. It's out of my control.

"I know," Dennis says quietly. "They pick 8 of us this afternoon."

"It's crazy," I say. "Why did this have to happen?"

"I wish I knew, Kansas," Dennis says with a crack in his voice. I knew he was bothered by it was well. Everyone is just praying to god that they don't get picked. Even me. Who wants to be picked for some stupid games? We reach the forest and I found a log in front of us. I turn around around and sit down, releasing all my weapons and let out a sigh. Dennis sits next to me.

"We could run," He says.

I turn to him shocked by what he said.

"Run?" I repeated.

"Yeah, we could do it you know," Dennis says which makes me irritated as I hold my bow in my hands. "Get away from here. Get away from it all. Find somewhere else."

"No," I say firmly. "That's wrong. We live here. Running away won't solve our problems."

I'm right. OK, maybe a part of me wanted to run but more than half of me said no. Running is basically being chicken. I'm apart of this town and if I have to die here, so be it. I'm just going to feel regret if I have left. I want to defend my town, my people, neighbors, friends, everyone. I would feel like it's my fault that I left and didn't help defend my hometown.

"It was a good idea while it lasted," he says. I snarl at him. It wasn't a good idea to begin with. He caught my drift and rolled his eyes. We both stay in silent.

"We could've ran," I say. "But I have family. I couldn't leave them. Not for anything."

We both stay in silent for a bit. Then I lean my head on his shoulder. Dennis looks down at me and smiles slightly before he wraps an arm around me. I closed my eyes and sighed. I needed to find some way to relax because I know when I'm stressed, things don't work out the way I planned it to. Like snapping and being rude to others when I don't mean to. Dennis understands me when I'm like that. That's why I feel so safe around him. Especially now.

"We could've still ran, if we didn't have so many kids to protect," He adds. I look up at him, slightly annoyed. I put my head back on his shoulder and sigh again.

"I don't want kids," I mutter.

"I might," he says. "If I didn't live here."

"You do," I say irritated.

"Forget I said anything," Dennis shots back which makes me uncomfortable and sit up to look at him. It gave me more time to think. How could I leave Drew and Benjamin? The only two people that I'm certain I love? The conversation about leaving is all wrong. Dennis is devoted to his family, and so am I. So why have this conversation anyways? We both know we can't leave.

Like I said before, I known Dennis since I was a little kid. He's a year and a half older than me. I met him when I was 5 going on 6. Even though we were very close in age, he always looked a lot older than me. We basically know each other like a book. But what got me confused is this whole idea about having kids. I knew Dennis wanted kids, but was he thinking about having them with me? In his dreams. I don't want kids, and he knew that. Why possibly bring it up? Especially now, when the first annual games is about to happen. There's been nothing romantic at all between us, and I plan to keep it that way. At least for now, with everything going on.

Besides, if he wants kids, Dennis won't have any trouble finding a wife. He's handsome, tall, he can hunt about as well as me, and strong enough to work in the mines.

People that work in the mines are poor people. That's one of the jobs you can apply for if you are strong enough. One thing for sure, it's very hot down there. The mines are like 50 feet in the ground near the forest that surrounds our land. You barely have enough water to last you one day without getting dehydrated. My father used to work down there, to earn a living for us. He still works there on occasions, but he took a second job at the bakery. Doesn't pay a lot but it gets us by. With my hunting and my father's two jobs, it's just enough to keep a roof over our heads. I thank God everyday for it.

"Kansas, if we want to hunt, we should do it now," Dennis says.

He's right. People will start to arrive to compete for food around now. I nod, and grab my weapons. We both rose to our feet and entered the forest to hunt. In the distance, I see a couple kids around my age arriving too. It won't be long until we start competing.

We did well. I got more food than I thought. I got a squirrel, half a bird and a quarter of a deer. That's pretty average for anyone. Dennis did as well as I did. The others who didn't have much luck give us snarls and shoots us looks. I ignore them. It's not my problem they didn't do well. We went back on the dirt path and started making our way back to the town. We pass some businesses and they all have close signs on the walls. Just as I suspected. Most of them would be closed since it was 'selection day', as President Ice calls it. We stopped by a food store to grab some lunch, and enough left over for our families. The person who runs the shop, named 'Reay Spinach.' He's a nice guy and usually gives us deals for food, because we are his friends. Today we got: 4 fish, two loaves of bread, some greens and a quart of strawberries. It didn't cost much. Only 15 coins. Dennis and I split the food for our families.

We use coins in Penselensa. They are bronze color, close to oak wood color. 1 coin doesn't get you far in spending. It may just get you started with a half loaf of bread, maybe a quarter. Usually miners earn 7 coins an hour, bakers get 9 coins an hour, people who hunt, don't get anything unless you sign up for a specific job at the box office. There are different options in jobs and they require certain amounts of animals killed. When you are completed your job, you take your animals to the supply shop which they transfer it to the food shop. If it's bad, then they won't accept it and you don't get money. I sometimes sign up for jobs but usually I hunt on my own time and provide food for my family instead of hunting for coins.

I turn to Dennis and try and smile nicely before we head in our separate directions.

"See you in the open house," I say.

"Yeah, sure," he says flatly. My smile turns into a frown as I head towards my home with the food for lunch.

The open house is a new place the construction workers built in each town for the 'Selection day'. It's only a few blocks away from my house but, that's not too bad. I don't mind the walk.

When I reach home, of course chaos happens. It happens regularly with Benjamin and Drew. They both wrestle and call each other names. Not bad ones, just like "Idiot" or "But hole". It doesn't bother me as much as it used to. When I was little, it bothered me alot, but my mother taught me ways to ignore it. Most things my mother taught me worked, including this one.

"Oh, hi Kansas," Benjamin says as I reach the kitchen. I turn around and smile at my brother. So small and innocent. He has hair exactly like our mothers. Brown and wavy. His bags cover his forehead and has the smile of our father. God, how I love him.

"Hey," I say. "Want lunch?"

Benjamin perks up with excitement and runs over to the wooden table to see what I have. I chuckle at his excitement. He's so cute that way. In fact, Benjamin was always the cutest of the family. He reaches in the bag and grabs a loaf of bread and brings it to his nose. From here it looks like he just landed in heaven. I chuckle once more as I take it from him.

"Where's Drew?" I ask.

"Outback," Benjamin says. "Probably practicing his sword fighting."

I chuckle. My father have him that sword when he was 10 years old, and from this day he continues to use it. My father had it when he was a kid, and his father had it before him. It's kinda a family tradition. The oldest boy in the family gets the sword. Benjamin doesn't mind though, because he's not much of a sword fighter. He hasn't really found that talent yet which concerns me. When he's old enough to be selected and still haven't found that talent, he's in trouble. But, I don't worry about that now, he's only 7. Turning 8 next month. But it don't stop me from worrying. I always worry about my younger brothers. Probably always will.

"Go get him, the, uh, selection ceremony isn't long from now," I say. Benjamin stays in silent and nods. I watch him as he goes to the back door to call for Drew. I could tell he was bothered by it as well. Probably worried that Drew and I will get picked. There's a chance but I doubt it, there's 100's of people living in Town 15 and the odds of Drew and I being selected is practically 0.

I turn around and get lunch ready. Our father should be home any minute for lunch too. I hear the back door being shut and I turn around to see 2 hungry boys. It always makes me laugh.

"Go wash up," I say. "We'll have lunch when father comes home."

The boys nodded and walked up our creaking stairs that used to bother me too, but not anymore since we use it regularly. I hear the front door being opened and I look up. It's my father. I smile and went back to fixing lunch.

"Hey pumpkin," my father says. I blush. My father called me that all the time as a little kid, but on occasions he calls me 'pumpkin'. I think he calls me that because that was my first word. I didn't fully say it, it sounded more like 'Punkin'. It's only annoying if he calls me that in public now. I don't mind it at home as much. I can handle it.

"Hey," I say. He comes over and planted a kiss on my head. I turn around and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek. The boys ran down and greeted our father. It's so cute.

"Hey Daddy," Benjamin says.

"Hi Dad," Drew says.

I fixed lunch and set the plates on the table as all the men sat down and started eating. This always happens but it's normal for us. I sit down and start eating too. I don't use up all the food because we want to save as much as possible for the future.

"So uh, the games," our father says. We all stay silent. It was an awkward moment. This normally doesn't happen but since the games are about to happen, it put everyone on edge. Including me.

"Yeah," I say quietly.

"Are you going to get picked Kansas?" Benjamin asks. I stay silent for a moment. I couldn't promise him I won't get picked, because I might and even thinking about it scares the living hell out of me. I couldn't lie, but I didn't want to tell him the truth either. But, either way I go, I know Benjamin won't like it. It makes me sad knowing my brother is worried for me. I wouldn't leave him, or Drew. I do anything to protect them and make sure they are safe all the time. But I'm powerless against the games.

I glance over at Benjamin who has this worried look on his face, waiting for me to respond. I really didn't know how to respond, but I knew I had to.

"I'm not sure," I say. "It's possible."

"I could get picked," Drew says. I look over at him who is holding back his tears. Both Drew and I are in the same vote, but I won't let Drew get selected. Not on my life. He doesn't deserve to go into the games, in fact, no one does. I sigh, as I got up from my place at the the table and collected the plates. I take them to the counter and carefully place them down. I look out the window in front of me and I see people walking to the ceremony. Butterflies began swirling in my stomach, and I start to panick. I close my eyes and take a deep breath. It's useless to get upset about this. There's nothing anyone can do.

I turn around and face my family. Both Benjamin and Drew look at me, like I'm supposed to tell them what to do next. I shoot our father a look and he catches my drift almost instantly. Since my mother isn't around anymore, it's up to our father and I to take care of Benjamin and Drew.

"Right, um, let's go," our father says.

We make it down to the open house and everyone is there. The open house is surrounded by shops and businesses. I look down at Benjamin who is holding my right hand and Drew with my left. I then look up at our father who is holding back his tears. I don't blame him. Whose parents wants their children in the games? None.

I look around to see if I could find Dennis anywhere but it's so crowded that I could hardly see anyone's face properly. I give up, and sit down in 7th row from the front with my brothers on either side of me. As everyone began to sit down, my stomach began to turn and make noises. I place a hand on my stomach and take a deep breath. I look behind me and I find Dennis, in the 10th row with his younger sister, and mother. I smile at him.

He notices me and just looks at me with a blank expression. I slowly turn around to face the stage, confused. Why is he being so unusual? It's me, we've been friends forever, it's not like he can keep something from me. Normally Dennis tells me everything, well, mostly everything. I know he's afraid about the selections but, I feel like he's not telling me something. Whenever he gives the blank expression, it gets me worried and confused at times because it's usually meaning he's holding something back. Like I said, we know each other like a book.

"Kansas, I'm scared," Drew whispers to me, frightened. I hold his hand and kiss his head.

"I know," I whisper back. "Me too."

Everyone settled down as the President makes his way across the stage to the front and centre. He taps the microphone and clears his throat, which makes everyone stop talking and face him. I hold onto my brothers hands tightly as I begin to get more frightened by the second.

"Welcome to the first annual games," Present Ice says. "It's time for the selections. Now, we will have all of the participants make their way to the stage and line up."

I look around as all of the participants stood up and started to make their way to the stage. I gulp as I saw Dennis standing up and making his way to the stage. I slowly stand up, along with Drew. I let go of Benjamin's hand. He looks up to me and tries to give me his best smile. I try and smile back but it was pointless. Drew and I start making our way to the stage along with everyone else. I sigh, as I walk up the stairs and line up with the rest of the people. Drew wraps his hand in mine and tightens his grip with me, which tells me he's really nervous. I look at him as a tear began to fall down his cheek. I take my thumb and wipe it off. Drew looks at me as I gave him a very small smile.

"It's going to be ok," I whisper. Drew nods and turns away from me, and knowing him, didn't really believe me. I look down the line and Dennis was only 5 spots away from me. I try again to smile at him but he acts like he doesn't even know I'm here. What the hell is going on with him? I then give up and sigh in frustration.

Anyway, it doesn't really matter anymore. Now if I had to choose dying in the games, or a bullet in the head… the bullet would be faster.

The population of Town 15 is about 9,500. Maybe less. The Open House is large enough to hold all of Town 15's population. If you are late, then it looks like you are directed to watch from the streets by televised Live screens.

I look around and I find myself standing in the row of all ages of children and adults. We all exchange terse nods then go back to focusing on the president. Since it's the first annual games, I don't have the slightest idea on how he picks people. Is it a draw? Guess we'll find out.

The president goes on about how excited he is to hold the first annual games. I just glare at him and feeling like giving him a punch in the head to knock some sense into him. I couldn't do that for real, but they can't punish me for thinking it.

President Ice turns around and faces us in a scary way. One of those looks from a totally psycho guy. I take a deep breath as my heart began to race fast. I could feel it pounding like a conga drum. My hands begin to sweat and my Brother begins to swell with tears. I don't blame him. This whole thing is crazy.

"Let's start with the poor shall we?" says the President pulling out of what it seems, a list. It looks like he made a list of people who he wanted to be selected for the games.

The president has a record of all people living in Penselensa.

"Drew Lookendeen," he announced.

The first person he called was my brother. Drew.


End file.
